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Mar. Will you then write me a Sonnet in praife of 
my beautie ? 

Bene. In fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man liuing 
ftiall come ouer it, for in mod comely truth thou defer- 
ueft it. 

Mar. To haue no man come ouer me 3 why,{hall I al- 
waies kecpe below ftaires ? 

Bene.Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. 

Mar. And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles,which 
hit,but hurt not. 

Bene* A moft manly wit "Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice i I giue thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar* Giue ys the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our 
owne. 

'Bene. If you vfe them Margaret, you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice \o you, who I thinke 
hath legges. Exit Margartte. 

Ben. And therefore will come.T he God of loue that 
fits aboue,and knowes me, and knowes me, how pitti- 
full I defcruc. I meaneinfin£in«> bucinlouing. Lean- 
der the good iwimmer, Troilous the firft imploicr of 
pindars, and a whole booke full of thefe quondam car- 
pet-mongers, whole name yet runne fmoothly in the e- 
ucn rode of a blanke verfc, w hy they were ncuer fo truc- 
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poorc fclfe in loue : mar- 
ne I cannot fhew it rime,l haue tricd,I can finde out no 
rime to Ladiebutbabie„ auinnocent rime: for fcorne, 
home, a hard time : for fchoole foole, a babling time: 
verie ominous endings , no, I was not borne vndcr a ri- 
ming Planner, for I cannot wooe infeftiuall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 
fweete Beatrice would'ft thou come when I cal'd 
thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me. 
Bene. O ftay but till then. 

Beat. Then,is fpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
Igoe,let me goc with that I carne.which is,with know- 
ing what hath paft betweeneyou and CUudio. 

'Bene. Onely foule words, and thereupon I will kifie 
thee. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule breath,and foule breath is noifome, there- 
fore I will depart vnkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right 
fence,fo forcible is thy wit, but I muft tell theeplaincly, 
Claudio vndergocs my challenge 3 and either I muft Chort- 
ly heare from him, or I will fubferibe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fall in loue with me ? 

'Beat. For them all together, which maintain'd fo 
politique aftate ofeuill, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them : but for which of 
my good parts did you firft fufrcr leue for me ? 

Bene. Suffer loue! a good epithite,I do fuffer loue in- 
deede,for I loue thec againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight of your heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you fpight it for my fake,I will fpight it for yours,for 
I will neucr loue that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and I arc too wife to wooe peacca- 
blie. 

Bea. It appeares not in this confeflioi^there's not one 
wife man among twentie that will praife himfelfe. - 


Bene. An old, anoldinftance Beatrice^^xV^ 
the time of good neighbours, if a man doe not 
this age his owne tombe ere he dies, hce fliallr** 
longer in monuments,thcn the Bcls ring,&the W Iff Q *" 
weepes. * £ 

Beat . And how long is that thinkc you ? 
Ben. Qu?ftion,why an howcr in clamour and an 
ter in rhewnae,thcrfore is it moft expedient for th 
if Don worme (his confidence) finde no imi>edir* J 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vertu^ 0 
I am to my felfe fo much for praifing my felfc vvho r** 


i am iu my icuc iu hiuui iui prainng my iclfc whoT 

felfe will beare witneffe is praife worthie, and now I 
me,how doth your cofin t wt 

Beat. Verie ill. 

Bene. And how doc you ? 

Beat. Verie ill too* 

Enter VrfuU. 

£w*.ScrucGod,loue me,and mend,thcre willn 
you too,for here comes one in hafte. 

Vrf. Madam, you muft come to your Vncle v 
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladic ft 
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Prince and 
mightilie abufde,and Don lohn is the author of all yvh* 
is fled and gone ; will you come prefentlic ? 

Beat . Will you go heare this ncwes Signior ? 

Bene. I will liuc in thy hcart,die in thy lap,and be by. 
ried in thy eics : and moreoucr, I willgoe with thee to 
thyVncies. ^ 

Enter Claudio, Prince ^and three $r foure with Takers, 

Clau. Is this the monument of Leonato > 
Lord. It is my Lord* Spitaph. 
Done to death by flanderopts tongues, 
Wat the Hero that here lies : 
Death in guerdon of her wrongs , 
dues her fame which ncuer dtes : 
So the life that dyed with [hame, 
Lines in death wtthgl or torn fame. 
Hang thou there vpon the tom6e 9 
fraijtng her when lam dombe. 
(lau. Now mufick found & fing your folemnhyomc 

Song, 

Pardon goddejje of the night, 

Thofe that flew thy virgin knight, 

For the which with fings of woe, 

Roundabout her tombe they goe : 

Midnight affifl our mone^helpe Vi tofigh anAfrM* 

Heauilj,heamly. 

Grauesyawne andj/eeldeyour dead, 
Till death be vttered, 
Heauenly Jheauenlj. 

(this fight, 

Lo. Nowynto thy bones good night,yecrely willldo 
Vrin. Good morrow matters, put your Torches o|it, 
The wolues haucpreicd,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the whcelcs of Phcfcbus,round about 
Dapples the drowfic Eaft with fpots of grey : 
Thanks t6you all,and leaue vs,farcyou well. 

Clau. Good morrow mafters,each hisfeuerallway* 
Trin. Come let y s hence,and put on other weedes, 
And therjfto Leonatoes we will goc. 
Clau. And Hymen now with luckier iflue fpeeds, 
■i Then 
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teii 


frier- 


Exeunt Ladies. 


JX whom we rendred yp this woe. Exeunt. 
Leonatoy-Bene. Marg.VrfHlaM*m*Fricr % Htro. 
Did I not tell you (he was innocent ? 
So are the Prince znd Claudio whoaccus'd her, 
r ^rhecrrour that you heard debat^dT 
^xurlret was in fotfie fault for tBif , 
*?l .,ah a^ainfi: her will as it appeares, 
AU \ tc courfc of all the queftion. 
In nil Well ,1 am glad that all things fort fo well. 

J c And fo am I.bcing clfe by faith enforced 
JuL young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
1 r £ Well daughtcr.and you gentlewomen all, 
l-jjrjfaw into a chamber by your felucs, 

1 vben I fend for you,comc hither mask'd : 
JJf^and CV^promis'dby this howre 

to f ific ^ c ^ ou kno w y° uv ^ Bll °; hcr ^ 

You muft be father to your brothers daughter , 
And giue her to young Claudio, 
Old Which 1 will doe with confirm d countenance. 

BricrJ muft intreat your paines,I thinke. 
frier. T® doe what Signior ? 
Bene. To binde me,or vndoe me, one of them: 
Sienior leonato, truth it is good Signior, 
Your ncccc regards me with an eye of fauour. 
Leo. That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis moft true. 
Bene. And I doe with an eye of loue requite her. 
Leo. ' The fight whereof I thinke you had from me, 
Frorri Claudio,™ A the Prince fi\it what's your wiii? 

*Bened. Your anfwer fir is Enigmatical!, 
But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May ftand with ours, this day to be conioyn'd, 
In the ftate of honourable marriage, 
In which(good Frier)! {hall defire yourhelpc. 
Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
frier. Andmyhelpe. 

Enter Prince and Claudio, with attendants. 
Tnn. Good morrow to this fairc affembly. 
Leo. Good morrow Prince, good morrow Claudio : 
Weheere attend you,areyou yet detcrmin'd , 
To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Claud. He hold my minde were (lie an Ethiopc. 
Leo. Call her forth brother,hcres the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Benedikc 9 why what's the matter? 
Thatyou haue fucha Februarieface, 
So full of froft, of ftorme,and clowdinefle. 

Claud. I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull : 
Tufh, feare not man 5 wee'll tip thy homes with gold, 
And all Europa fhall reioyce at thee , 
As once Eurspa did at lutty loue, 
When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Ben. Bull loue fir, had an amiable low, 
And Come fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Cow , 
A got a Calfe in that fame noble feat, 
Much liketo you,for you haue iuft hi* bleat. 

Enter brother \Hero ^Beatrice, Margaret, Vrfula. 
Cla. For this I owe you:here comes other rcckning3. 
Which is the Lady I muft feize vpon ? 
Leo. This fame is (he, and I doe giue you her 0 
Cla x Why then (he's mine/weet let me fee youf face. 
Leon. No that you Aral not, till you take her hand^ 
Before this Fner,and fweareto marry her. 

0a*< Giue mc your hand before this hoJy Frier, 
I am your husband if you J ike of me. 

Hero. And when I liu'd I was your other wife, 
And when you lou d, you were my other husband, 
Clau. Another Hmf 


Hero. Nothing certaincr. 
OneZfcr*dicd, butldoeliue, 
And furely as I liuc, I am a maid* 

Trin. The former Hcro> Hero that is dead. 

Leon. Shee died my Lord.but whiles her (lander liuU 

Trier. All this amazement can I qualifie, 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
He tell you largely of fairc Heroes death : 
Meane time let wonder fecme familiar , 
And tothcchappelllet vsprefently. 

Ben. Soft and fairc Frier,which \s Beatrice? 

Beat. I anfwer to that name, what is your will ? 

Bene. Doe not you loue mc? 

Beat. Why no 3 no more then reafon. 

Bene. Why then your Vncle,and the Prince, & Clau- 
dio, hauebeene decciued, they fwore you did. 

Beat. Doc not you loue mee ? 

Bene. Troth no, no more then reafon* 

Beat. Why c hen my Colin Margaret and VrfuU 
Are much decciu'd/or they did fwcareyou did. 

Bene. They fwore you were almoft ficke for me, 

'Beat. They fwore you were wcl-nye dead for me. 

Bene. 'Tis no matter jthen you doe not loue me? 

Beat. No truly,but in friendly recornp&ice. 

Leon. Come Cofin,I am fure you loue the gemlema. 

I lau. And I Ie be fwornc vpon't, that he loiies her, 
For heres a paper written in his hand, 
A halting fonnct of his owne pure braine , 
Fafhioncd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And heercs another, 
Writ in rny cofins hand, flolne from her pocket, 
Containing her affe&ion vnto Benedtckc. 

Bene. A miracle, here's our owne hands againft our 
hearts iconic I will haue thec, but by this light I take 
theeforpittie, 

"Beat. I woitld not denie you,but by this good day,I 
yeeldvpon<grearp?rfw3fion : & partly to faue your life, 
for I was told, you were inacouufliption." 

Leon. Peace I will ftop your mouth. 

7>rin. How dolt thou Benedicks the married ir an ? 

'Bene. He tell thee what Prince : a Colicd^c or witte- 
crackers cannot flout mee out of my humour* doft thou 
think I care tor a Satyre or an Epigram ? aj, if a man will 
be beaten with braincs.a fhall weare nothing handfomc 
about him : in bricfe,fincc I do purpofe to marry, I will ! 
thinke nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay a- 
gainft it, and therefore ncuer flout at mc, for I haue laid 
againft it : for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
clulion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did thinke to haue beaten 
thce,but in that thou art like to be my kinfman, liuc vn- 
bruis'd, and loue my coufin. 

Cla . I had well hop'd f wouldjft haue denied Beatrice $ 
I might haue cudgel'd thee out of thy fingle lifc,to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queftio thou wilt be, 
if my Couftn do not looke exceeding narre wly to thee. 

Bene. Comc,come, we are friends, let's haue a dance 
ere we are married,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wiueshcele??. 

Leon. Wce'll haue dancing afterw'ard. 

Bene. Firft,of my vford,thcrfore play mufick.^rw^ 
thou art fad,gct thec a vvife,get thee a wife, there is no 
ftaff more reuerend then one tipt with horn* Snter.Mef. 

Me fen. My Lord,your brother lohn is tane in flight, 
And brought with armed men backc to CMeffma. 

Bene. Thinke not oh him till tomorrow , ile deuife 
thec brauc puniffjrnents for him: ftrikc vp V\?tu.Dance . 
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